to                    CESAR'S WIFE                 ACTI

MRS. APPLEBY: Did you know?

VIOLETS I thought it looked very like it, you know; only it
was so improbable. Then carne an invitation from a
woman I only just knew for the next week-end, and she
said Arthur would be there. Then my heart really did
begin to go pit-a-pat. I took the letter in to my sister and
sat on her bed and we talked it over. "Docs he mean to
propose to me/51 said, "or does he not?" And my sister
said: "I can't imagine what he sees in you. Will you
accept him if he does?" she asked. "Oh, no/' I said.
"Good heavens, why he's twenty years older than I ami"
But of course I meant to all the time. I shouldn't have
cared if he was a hundred, he was the most wonderful
man I'd ever known.
MRS. APPLEBY: And did he propose to you that week-end,

when he'd practically only seen you once before?
VIOLET: I got down in the afternoon and he was there
already. As soon as I swallowed a cup of tea he said:
"Come out for a walk." Well, Pd have loved a second
cup, but I didn't like to say so, so I went. But we had a
second tea in a cottage half an hour later, and we were
engaged then.

[APPLEBY comes in with OSMAN PASHA. MR. APPLEBY
is a self-made man who has entered Parliament; he is
about szxty, grey-bearded, rather short and stout, with
some accent in his speech, shrewd,, simple and good-
natured. He mars a blue serge suit, OSMAN PASHA
is a swarthy, bearded Oriental, obese, elderly but
dignified; he mars the official frock-coat of the
Khedzvial service and a tarbush.
APPLEBY: Sir Arthur is coming in one moment. He is

: talking to one of his secretaries.

VIOLET: Really, it's too bad of them not to leave him alone
even when he's snatching a mouthful of food.

OSMAN PASHA: Vous permettez que j'apporte ma cigarette,
chere Madame.